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when I could. This was more than a thousand francs! I
was thunderstruck, but whispered back that I had fifty
quadruples in my pocket, but did not dare show them to
him because of the scoundrels who were watching us. He
put his rouleau back in his pocket, weeping the while. I
promised I would go and see him as soon as I was free.
The good man had not given his name, and as he was very
well dressed, he was taken for a person of importance.
Characters such as his are not uncommon in Spain, where a
kind of heroic exaltation is very general.
Mengs sent his servant again at noon, with a more deli-
cate and less abundant dinner than the day before; this was
what I wanted.
At one o'clock I was taken before the Alcalde, but re-
fused to answer any of his questions, alleging my imperfect
knowledge of Spanish. Finally he told me to write down
my name, qualities, and reasons for being in Spain, in
Italian; which I did. I passed a second night more frightful
than the first, and when Manucci came in the morning he
was alarmed at my appearance. While he was there a
superior officer came in.
'Monsieur le Chevalier,' he said, 'Count d'Aranda is at
the door; he regrets extremely the misfortune which has
befallen you; if you had written to him sooner, your de-
tention would have been shorter.3
clt was my intention to write to him, colonel,5 I said,
*but a soldier5—and I told him the story of the stolen
srown.
The colonel having learned the man's name sent for his
captain, and after severely reprimanding him, ordered him
to refund the money himself, and to have the soldier bas-
rinadoed in my presence.
I recounted to him in detail the circumstances of my
arrest, and what I had endured in the stinking, filthy hole
where I had been put. I told him if I did not that day
recover my liberty, my arms, and my honour, I should either
go mad, or kill myself. He assured me that my arms would

